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JIT SIDNEY QUA RLE5.

Madame Modeste had already become a noted
character ia the city when I net her.

It is probable that the honor of an acquaint-
ance with her would not bare been thus de-

ferred had I possessed either money or reputa-
tion, for Madame made a point of enterinr into
relations, morecr lew Intimate, with eterybody
worth knowing. Yet it came about at length
that she formed for me a friendship as sincere
as it was unaccountable.

She was a little, dumpy, wheezy Frenchwoman
who occupied the eeeond floor front, two flights
of stairs below me, at the corner of Main mod

- streets, and the sign "Clairvoyant" was
upon her door. .

- I hid .more than ocee mounted our mutual

Cliht of stairs In her wake always at a respect

ful dlstaaeV-wh- lle she slowly and laboriously
counted the upward steps, stopping at short in-

tervals and gasping for breath. At such times
I had resisted with considerable effort the im-

pulse to offer her my arm. for there was some-

thing straneely childish and pathetie in the soli-

tary Uttle figure climbing the up-hi- ll of life
alone, absurdly Incongruous as simplicity and
pathos might appear in a woman of her occupa-

tion, with a worldly-wis- e old face and a decided
waddle.

So it happened, on one of these occasions,

that whan Madame reeled forward, with hsr
hand upon her own doer knob, and would have
fallen, I sprang up stairs and caught her just in
time. I took the ksy from her plump little hand,
carried her ic, and, baring deposited her upon

her own couch, ran for the nearest doctor.
44It waa nothing; a momentary spasm for

breath an every day occurrence, she said,
when, returning with the doctor, I found her

.quite restored. But she thanked us with pecul-

iar grace and sweetest 3, and from tbst time I
was always a welcome guest in her little parlor.

This room wss a striking one, in its way. It
was ecslly, even luxuriously furnished, in so far
aa Madame could furnish it. The walls, it is
true, were hung with cheap paper of mosfatroe-ciou- s

pattern, and the windows with
coarse brown paper shades. The green
rep-cover- ed ehaire flouted the violet
blue of the woolen carpet, and both
raged at the highly-colore- d walls. But Madam

had eoTered the green aofa with a white wolf
skin, and the blue carpet was almost bidden
under Oriental rues of priceless value;
over 4he square table hung an India
shawl, and the chairs , were toned
down by judiciously deposed scraps of
Japanese embroidery or sik. A silver
mirror of exquisite workmanship hung against
the wall, and a fer? good prints were pinned up
here and there. A great wooden bowl of Rus-
sian work in rude figures of gold, and red and
black stood upon a window seat. There were
rough shelves adorned with jues and jars of
quaint shape and Moorish in dssigo; then there
were strange Mexican ornaments, pieces of gold
and silver or, and other odds and ends gathered
in an extensive course of travel, and all of intrin-
sic worth acd beauty. In one eorner. behind a
curtain of rare old tapatry, hung a silver croei-fi- i.

acd the worn cushion underneath spoke
well for the constancy of Madams Modeste's de-

votions.
Madame herself, huddled into a soft little

heap opotv this cushion, or lying at length
imone the white fors of her eoncb. making one
billowy line from her double chin to the smart
red bows on her shabby slippers, presented as
anique and incongruous an appearanee as did
her boudoir. The hem of hsr gray satin gown
was frayed to a fringe; the exquisitely fine laees
at her throat and falling back from the large,
loose sleeves, were yellow with more than age;
and the scarlet opera cloak in which she was
usually enveloped Madame was always cold
though fine and ample, and always worn with
the air of a dowager duchess, yet failed to con-

ceal sundry other ravages of time.
At the first glanee her face wss almost re-

pulsive, with its larte, protruding, light-gra- y

eye, sharp nose and flabby cheeks. But her
sxxuth was delicate, -- her teeth were firm and
white, and hsr smile was a transfiguration.
Her voice, too, was soft and gentle, if rather
wheezy; her manner exprersed a fine blending
ef dignity and sweetness, and Madame Modesto,
notwithstanding her grease spots and tatters,
in spite of age, ugliness and ponderosity, was
a charming woman. Her meala were served
from a restaurant next door; but there was al-

ways within reach a biscuit, a crumb of rich
rhms, a sip of sherry; even, sometimes, a
thimblerol or cognac

Andes she nrunebed and sloped, always in
the most dainty and high-bre- d manner, Madame
rieseanted upon the frightful expense of living.
The rent of rooms, the exorbitant priees of food,
the extortions of messenger boys and cab-drive- rs

were each a personal grievance.
An old woman like me." she said in ber al-

most too perfect English, and with a piquancy
of accent and a shrug of the soldiers that can-
not be pot on paper; "a simple, harmless, old
woman like me, to work so hard for the little
life I have! And it is so little so very little!

Then, for further consolation, sbo set ht

the aromatic herbs in an ancient Persian eenser
that swnng Its silver chains from the head of
her cooeh, inhaling the smoke to relieve her
asthmatic breathing. .

"Ah!" she cried but, with two tears rolling
down through the smoke, "my heart how it
beats! The doctors have told me that when it
Wats so fast it shortens the life. Do yon think
it trut She stretched her soft round arm to-

ward me, and the little band with its full blue
veins. , .

I knew that she made pretentions to a knowl-
edge not only of occult forces, but of secret
drugs; and her doctor's diploma hung upon the
walL

"Yon should know best," I answered, pointing
to it.

"Yes, yes." she said, springing to her feet.
"You have said right; I should know. It is the
poor eld heart, norn out, like the body, by the
poverty it carries. And some day it will stop-st-op,

for the rest it needs. If I had the money
vee. a tenth of the money I once had, I could
five out my life in eomfort on the golden hills.
But the poverty of the heart ah! And hsr
face took on a ghastly hue.

"Hare you no friends, no brother, or son!" I
began.

Son son!1 she eried, ajala springing up.
"What do you know of son! A son is first a
care and then a curse. Bah! 1 would not like a
son."

Notwithstanding her constant cry of poverty
Madame Modeste drove a flourishing business in
ber own line, and managed it with a curious
shrewdness. No one knew whenee she came;
nor by what meana her information was gained,
but she speedily became acquainted with all the
leading and many of the carefully hidden facts
in the lives of all such people as would be likely
to seek heraorviees, and had the money to pay
for them.

She kept one servant. "a sharp, black-eve- d

young women, who answered the door-bel- l and
knew from the appearanee of the visitor wheth-
er Madame were at home. For Madame had
days when she could meet none but the most
urgent demands days when she lay prone upon
her couch, smoking cigarettes for hsr short
breathing,- - and reading Zola to distract her
thought. She charged more than her usual
fees, at such times, for it was more than usual-
ly fatiguing to hold converse with the spirits.
To poverty in any form she had the strongest
aversion. Poor people excited her sympathy
and all sueh exeitement was, she said, beyond
her strength. Very rarely did a person pasa
inside her door who had not the money to pay
liberally for Information he sought.

"IM give you knowledge it is worth money to
you; also it shortens my life and I must havepay accordingly." she said cloaking her demands
with a charity which began at home.

There was a day. now aod then, when ahe
opened her door to all who earns; and. as if to
no ididc, euc luicneu iu oerseu some OC the
most wicked and depraved characters in the
city. More than oaee I saw a policeman gazing
up the stairway, as if to aid his imaginations in
following the vsnlshing figure of some person
of bad rpr.te. Madam was delicate aod super-ci'iou- s

to the last degree. She shrank and
shuddered visibly a, the approach of anything
coarse. Yet she seemed to endure eontact with
these degraded creatures without loss of com-
posure. Her prejudices were rather aralnst
poverty than crime; she had lees charity for bad
last than for bad morals.

"AhT she would say, laying the little blue-vein- ed

hand upon the roucher one that had
often troken the law, "Ah! there is a bad spirit
ciryo-o-n with bloody hair; and n says-- hot

you must admit all. You must say ye3, if
I tell you true; else I cannot tell more."

An4 they answer yes. ail of them, albeit with
pallid lips; for 5Iaiacr.es eyes were slaro to see
ft speck upon a human souL

The poor thin?, ahe said, "I must pity them.
. Their wicked neee, it eomt-- s so mueb from wrong
training, ana beet of that is the wrong beget- -
ting, don't J on know) How can I torn them
AVif W H sill Olsft-'- hsVVsi snA . mteVi t fA
know wtit is comiug to thia than Lai the good
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Ills Vacation,
Fuck.

Mrs. Uoton Flatte (off for Narraganiett
Now, good-by- e, dear; be real good, aod don't
stay, out nights, and bo sure to send me your sal-
ary every Saturday.

TJe Also Gets There Just the Same.
Detroit Free Presf,

It has just been discovered that the flea uses
only one eye at a time, and that he dies tbe hard-
est of any Insect in nature.

Why lie Klsaed Her.
Texas Sittings.

"Did you cot kiss the plaintiff contiually
when you called on herT Defendant (in breach-of-premi- se

suit): "Yet; I never stopped kissing
ber while I was in the house, but I did that in
self-defen- se to keep her from singing."

. An Uncommon Ailment.
Sau Francisco Cbronicir.

"What is the matter, my darling?" he asked in
a deeply concerned tone aa she coughed violently
aftsr an extra heavy pressure of his arm around
her waist

"Askma, was all she said.

A Hard --Fought dame.
New York Sun.

Gentleman (to boy outside Polo grounds)
Game going on to-da-y, Johnny?

Johnny Yessir.
Gentleman Who are the contestants!
Johnny Baby Anson an' de empire.

A Dim Light the Best
Time.

''Why, Penelope," said a Boston mother as
she entered her daughter's room, "why have
yon got the gas turned so low? You will hurt
year eyes in this dim light."

"Mamma," replied the girl in a hushed tone of
voice, "I am reading Amelie Rives."

Asking the Impossible.
Mew York Sun.

Wife If I were to be kidnapped. John, and
spirited away from you, what would yon do?

Husband No danger of that, my dear.
' Wife Well, just imagine, it you know.
Husband My dear, dont you know that

there is a limit even to the imagination?

The Advantage of Close Friendship.
Time.

MeCorkins Try one of mv cigars, Teddy.
They're the same brand you liked so well last
season.

Twombley The same brand I said I liked,
you mean, old boy. I'd only known yon a short
time then, you know, and hardly enjoyed in-
sulting you.

The Ruling Passion.
New York Sun.

Gentleman What's the matter, Uncle Raitcs,
yon look aiek?

Uncle Rastus Yes, sah, I ate er whole water-raelyu- n'

larst night jess 'fore I went ter bed, an'
I ain't feelin' bery well dis mawnin.

Gentleman Are you going to see a doetor?
Uncle Rastus No, sah: !se gwine fo anuddsr

melyun.

Fur Gone.
The Idea.

Little Elsie-- Mr. Bull! When did you get
well?

Mr. Dull, of Wall Street (who comes out often
to see Elsie's big sUter) Get well, little girll
Why do yon ask that question?

Little Elsie Because, I heard my papa say
this morning that you weren't able to take up
your paper.

On the riarze
The Idea.

Young Dawdle I've been killing time reading
tne Arabian Nights. Ridiculous yarn that about
tbe Old Man of the Sea.

Old Hanks Ain't paid your bill yet, bare
you?

Yeung Dawdle No, sot yet
Old Hanks Well, when you do, you'll under-

stand the old man better.

Unreasonable I'xpectattons.
Puck.

Mr. Jerusalem Cohn Now shustlook at your-sellu- f.

Dot vas de most sdyliih bair of pants
dot efer you went any vhere.

Mr. Chatham Greene Wall, I dnnno. The
seem to me a little small for the style.

Mr. Jerusalem Cohn To small, vas it? Vy,
des cloding flu yon peantif ul. You don'd sup-
pose it vas sdyliih to pot four yards ef five-doll- ar

coots in a dree-tolle- r bair of pants, vas it)

Tbe Coralas; Novel.
Time.

A charming young widow of Maeahatett,
Maes., is at work en a novel that will undoubt-
edly shale the literary world aa a terrier does arat, Lhe ban had a wealthy admirer who baa
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Written for the Sunday Journal.
The Robin's Rain Song. .

A robin sat in an apple tree.
This morning, so sunny and bright;

To-whee- t. to-whi- t. to-whe- sang he,
It is going to rain before night

You are sadly mistaken, sweet bird, I said. "

As I glanced et the tlear, blue sky;
There was not a cloud on the broad expanse.

Not a sign of rain was nigh.

I sought a rest from the noon-day'- s beat
In the hammock beneath the tree:

The robin flew to his perch o'erhead,
To-whi- f, to-whe- gang he.

You are telling a story. I angrily cried.
You know 'tis not going to raint

To-wh- it to-we- et to-whe- to-wh- i,

Came the taantingly-svree- t refrain.

Old Sol hid hU face behind a cloud.
The clock on the mantel struck fonr;

To-whi- t. to-we- et, sang the robin load.
And the rain began to pour.

Oh. how did you know, yon wise little bird?
I your wisdom no longer disdain,

III believe after thi whenever I hear
The robin'a song of rain.

Tony Burr.

Written for the Sunday Journal.
The Rose.

I, the ro$e. am glad to-da- y,

Slumbering in the summer heat.
I heard my lady, joyous say,

"I'll wear this rose of fragrance sweet
When I, my guests invited meet."

Ah. kicdest fate, that 1 should grace
Such beauty as my Lady's face;
And she will place me, soft caressed.
With lingering touch upon her breast.
Strange fingers pluckel me yesternight.
Mid swiftly falling drops, dew-brigh- t.

They said an uninvited guest
Greeting mv Lady, bade her rest
She lay In fair and fleecy white,
With smiling lips. Thro' pale moonlight
They measured steps, with sound supprest
And laid me softlv on ber breast
And kissed her cheek so irory white.
1, the rose, am sad to-nig- ht

Sharon Heatb.

Written for the Sunday Journal.
The Masters.

Within tne s&ered realms of mind tLey live the
crowned.

Whatever else may fail this will remain,
The nectar in the cup. like rare old wine
That gains a finer flavor with old age,
And must be slowly quaffed to be enjoyed.
Till all the veins are ted with this new'blood.
And glow with richer red. This yet remains;
The fire upon the altar, the living neat
That brings to light the frozen clod
Until it moves, and speaks, and lives a mazvj
Here I may sit and hear the ages speak;
All wealth of years and all the climes are mice;
What else may fail, these will remain.

Alice Ticket!.

Why lie Walta.
He will not hasten his retreat

To Adirondack mountains;
He will not wash his ample feet

In Adirondack fountains;
He will not east the luring fly

Where Adirondaek trout are,
Hut stay and watch with Gorman sly

Where fear, distrust, and doubt are.
He notes the stars and stripes displayed

Against the red bandanna; j
New York and Jersey both arrayed.

And waking Indiana,
And old Connecticut in red

And white and blue, already;
He sees new issues making head

With rapid course and steady.
So hall not go in haste this year

Where Adirondack trout are,
But stay with Gorman smooth, where fear

And grave distrust and doubt are.
-- Chicago Mail.

Blackberries.
All the dar he declaims, like a clarion shrill

"Blackberries, blackberries, blackberries!'
Like the rat-tat-t- of a stone-crushin- g mill

"Blaekberries, blackberries, blackberries!"
From a mouth hie the mouth of a drummer's valise
Comae the cry you could hear from Secausus to Nice,
And in volume each moment it seems to increase

"blackberries, blackberries, blackberries!"

Oh, it fills all the breast of the still summer air
''Blackberries, blackberries, blaekberries!"

The horrible echo is rife everywhere
"Blackberries, blaekberriee. blackberries!"

That demon-lik- e yell thrills our souls near and far;
It is worse than the rattle of stage or horse-ear- .

As the vender shouts out Ilordeoy, here yon are
"Blackberries, blaekberries. blackberries!"

-- Puck.

T Ease a "Writer's Tired Eyes.
Pall 11 all Gazette.

A gentleman who has made a study of the eye
says, for the benefit of the pecple who (save to
earn a livelihood with tbe pen: "Never write en
white paper if you can get yellow . paper. A
sheet or card of the same shade placed on the
wail ever tbe deek will aeeist in giving tbe eye
rest and this will facilitate the work." He has
made this suggestion te mbny, and in each ease
has received tne thanks ef theee who have been
benefited by It It is sinple an4 toti cot t
c;-tl-

re any philcsephy te --prove it.

"'"s. -

ttetyginnsng to FINE

l,leen altogethe "0iCTrwi
nt. nnAitinn. and aa a ahadOW of a bint she ha

dedicated the book to him. The title Is "Ths
Slow and the Dead."

A rromisieg Future,
Chicago Tribune.

"Isn't he a beaufyT exclaimed tbe proud fata-e- r,

etanding by the cradle of tbe first born.
"What lovely eyes!" said tbe visitor.
"Eyes?" ejaculated tbe father, with superb

corn. 'Great Ansonl Look at that foot and
leg! Won't he be able to kick, though! The
boy. will be eaptaln of the best base-ba- ll club in
the country by the time he's twenty-one- , and
HI bet $1,000 on it"

Scenic raradlate. 'Omaha Worl-5- .

Western Man (visiting relatives In the pictur-
esque East) Thank fortune, the sun is going
down. You warned me cot to go out in the day-

time for fear of sunstroke: but I'm eomg to make
np for it this beautiful moonlight evening. Uowv
charming the lake and river look at sunset!

Hostess Dear met Yon musn't think of
Stirring out after sunset,

"Ehl- - Wha
The heavy dew will give yon the asthma or

pneumonia or something.

She Was Joklag.
Theywsrectt their bridal tour 'and ahe sail

gayly:
"Now, Freddie, we don't want everybody in

the ear to know that we are newly married, and
have them all staring at us. Let us act like
real old married peonle. Itll be such jolly fen."

"All right, said Fred ealmlv. " "i on just let
me have that end of the seat; it's lots pleasantcx
than this. Ill take tbe pillow, too, and I guetf
111 go to Bleep for three or four hours. Yog
waken me when we eome to the dinner station.
Spread that shawl over me, and

"Ob, I don't care who knowa that we're just
married." ahe said. "Sit whera you are, dear
and hold my band."

She YVaa a Boston GlrL
Detroit Free Press.

"Marion. I rsjeetsd Dr. Darringer last even
tot.9

"Why, Kate? ,
'He was entirely to profuse." --

"Impossible! A lover couldn't be."
"And be was as gushing as he was volumin-

ous. He praised my eyes, hair and complexlsa.

"Oh, Kate, that was just lovely."
"But his grammar, Marion. That was the

hidden reef whieh wrecked htm. He said: Yout
eyes is,' and all that. Goodness! I expected t
hear him say: 'Your nose are!' I love him, and
It makes my heart ache to think about it but
can never marry him. No never."

Short Presidents.
Boston Herald.

General Harrison is reported to te only rt
feet five inches tall. This would probably mak
him the ahortest President ever elected, should
ce reach that honor. President Van Daren
a small man physically, however. His oppon-
ents, who were always bitterly abusive of him,
often referred to him as "Little Van." Thi
Adamsee were both rather short Presidents.
Stephen A. Doc c las was, perhaps, even aborts!
than General Harrison, but he had a solid
strength of bead which gavehim the name "Ths
Little Giant" Mr. Seward aaid of him tbat "he
never could be President bis coat-tail- s were toe
near the ground." Yet the bigrest man whs
ever ran for President met with tba most morti-
fying defeat. He was Gen. Wlnfield Scott.

Using Iler Opportunity.
Kansas City Journal.

The Rocky Ford, CoL, Enterprisa, Demo-
cratic, contains the followicg interesting an-
nouncement: The editor of this paper it
doubled np in bed this week with fever. The
paper is in the hands of bis Republican battel
half, and it will, bo doubt, bare some Repub-
lican ear marks. Yes, I must make use of this
golden opportunity Hurrah for Harrison and
Morton! Thla "better half is a former Kansaa
City lady, who married the Democratic editor
less than a year apo, acd since that time hat
been living at Rocky Ford.

A Job Lot.
Cvenlnc Wisconsin.

A wag predicts that before) the newspaper
rate war in Chicago is ended the papers will be
hneg np ia buoebes la tbe street cars, and la-
beled 'Tlease Take One."

Ia Comparison.
Nebraska State Journal.

The man who sends bis poetry to the news-
papers by mail Is a public benefaetor as com-
pared to the man who brings it to the oSct and
reals it aloud.

Dont Do Anything by Halves.
Vew Orleans rtcarnce.

The man who eeta mad and orders bis paper
stopped, should get mad enough to demand ant
secott a rscciriti biUla fall for past i&detieJ
nt!
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CopjTiht-Kunk- el Bros., 1869.

How can one expose what is the very truth!
They come not so readily for me now, for I am
feeble and old. I have not tbo power to bear
them into the light. But it might be that they
would come onee more. Spirits sre true friends;
they have nothing of which to be afraid. Let
ns see."

In vain did I protest, as I had tried several
times before to protest, that she should not de-
fend herself to me 1 was not her judge. She
turned the key in the door, and drew down the
thick curtains, making the room as dark as the
sunlight of mid-afternoo- n would allow.

"You must look everywhere where one could
hide," she insisted. "Under the couch behind
the desk behind those curtains yonder. Do
you find anyone ? No; of conrse not. '

Now, do
cot speak I must not be disturbed. Here is
this crystal, into whiA you must intently look."

She sat opposite me at the little table, with
her eyes half closed, looking fixedly at vacancy.
A chilly sensation crept down ray spine. I in-

voluntarily stretched out my arms a little as I
yawned, though I was far from being sleepy.

"Are you going to show me a spirit P
'Perhaps ; I do not know. But you must re-

main perfectly quiet Think about nothing,
and gaze steadfastly into the crystal. Do not
sneak it rnins all."

I looked at Madame. Her eyes, and even her
cheeks, looked sunken; her face was rigid and
pale, vtth a strange ashiness of hue which in
that dim light was ghastly. But for the strong
shudder whieh occasionally passed over her
frame and convulsed her features she might
have been dead.

Whatever her power was, and from whatever
source it came. Madame not only believed in it
herself, but sho suffered from it fearfully. Her
whole being expressed a stress, an agony which
was terrible. I strove to cry out, to spring to
my feet, but a greater power than my own held
me back and fixed my gaze again
upon the crystal. As 'I looked the,
glass seemed to palpitate and expand;
its center beeame a luminous eye. tearehing me
through and through. It drew my soul into its
own fiery heart Madame faded away
the room was black; and floating, floating ever
nearer to me catne a mist, a grayish white
cloud, vague and vapory.

"Seer said Madame s voice from out the
blackness, miles and miles away. ' See! a spir-
it comes to you your brother."

And the cloud floated and wavered, and set-
tled into the semblance of a human form. An
arm was stretched toward me: there wers eyes,
but they showed no spark, and lips, but they
did not move.

"Speak fto your brother, my friend." mur-
mured the voice of Madame. "Touch him but
gently. I have not the power, such as I once
had, to "give to my spirit friends of my own
strength and solidity. He can atay but "a mo-
ment. Speak!"

I had never had a brother; but when I tried to
tell Madame this, my tongue cjave unto the
roof of my mouth, and instead I stretobed out
my hand toward the figure aod said:

"Whenee do you come, my brotherl"
The shadow made a visible effort to speak, but

the result was only an inarticulate mnrmnr,
and, as I looked, it slowly lost its human form--it

was a vapory cloud it was not there. Before
me sat Madame, who seemed to be brushing cob-
webs from before her eyes.

"Ah! I cannot give them the strength to stay.
I am too old aod weak. It makes tbe heartbeat
too fast; and the heart should be of steel. But
you have seen your brother! You know that the
spirit may re torn in Its own material form; you
know it is not a fraud."

What could 1 say! How reply to this triumph-
ant logio of the eyes and ears! How deny toe
evidence of my senses, and the conviction that,
whataver this thing might be, this phantom of a
brother, who had never existed. Madame herself
was not a party to the deception? How, then?
Is it disembodied spirits, and not men, who are
deceivers ever?

These questions were too deep for me; I men-
tally shook myself together and prepared to
take my departure,

"New, you will tell what you have seen and
what you have heard, you, my friend!'' pleaded
Madame in a voice of husxy sweetness, atid her ,

pretty hand and arm were stretched out implor-
ingly. "And I shall not be driven away for
then I most eo to my daughter and be a burden
upon ber and her poor young husband."

Yes; certainly I could tell what I had seen and
heard.

Seated in my own room, however, tho evi-
dence of my senses during this interview seemed
not so irresistible. I became indienant at be-
ing the victim of this mesmeric jugclery for
suc'a it was, whether from a human or superhu-
man source. The vision was a fraud, even f
Madame believed In It, even if I believed In it
myself. At best is was but a semblance, a
shadow; and it was not even the shadow thai It
pretended to be. It were better if I held my
peace.

The next time I visited Madame I fonnd the
hall in front of her rooms lined with pots of
hyacinths in full flower.

The maid received me hesitatingly, and sent
an inquiring glanee n and down tbe ball, as I
stood in tbe door. Xademe was 111, really seri-
ously ill, this time; ml iht feared I could cot
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be admitted. Madame had recognized my
voice, however, and called me to ber couch.

Those hyacinths! She had always loved
them, and now they bad been the death of her.
Is not troe love always fatal! She had slept
with them in her room, and had awakened with
a sensation of smothering as of some one clutch-
ing at her throat. There was no air in the
room nothine but sweetness and thelamphad
gone out. She did not know they could
poison one the beautiful murderers.

And Madame lay back, pale and weak, and
drew her scarlet cloak up to her chin. I gave
her a little brandy and she soon revived. Then
she told me:

"I have discovered what I feared! I know
the person who is persecuting me. He is an old
lover, an old enemy of mine. He has followed
me months years always. Is it not too alto-
gether absnrd an old woman like me! But, ah!
my friend," and she seized my arm in her trem-
bling bands. "Ah, stay by me! 1 am afraid of
this man he is a madman."

"You say he has persecuted you for a long
time?"

"Oh! yes, yes. 1 hare ran away so many
times and I am so tired of it Oo you know
why I left California? It was because he followed
me everywhere. I could not for an hour escape
from him. I lost my business because he was
always at my door sometimes actually asleep
against it. Why did I not give him in
eharge? Why did I not put him in an asylum?
A woman does not those things to a lover. How
can she when it is ber beauty drives him mad!"
And Madame involuntarily drew up her old red
cloak again. "No: we dodge, we temporize; we
cannot retaliate when it is a lover. 1 broke up
my fine establishment, I sold my horses the
bright, shining beauties, the high-steppin- e ones;
they were proud of me when they took me
through the streets and I ran away like a thief
in the night. I hide myself here. I have been
so good, souiet; all I want is peace for my few
days on earth. And he must follow even here.
Ah. the brute the monster!"

For an instant her face assumed an appear-
ance of the most maligoant hatred.

"I will seta force of policemen to watch for
this man," I ventured.

"The police? No, no; then he would kill me.
It is hard for me to live, a lonely old woman
like me, but it woutd be harder to be killsd.
No, no; I will creep away again in the night, and
no one shall know. Some day soon the poor
old heart will stop short that will be the end!
Ah! my friend," she eried suddenly, "is it not
piteous?'' And her tears fell thick and fast

"You are going?" she said, as I arose, after
vainly tryine to say something consoling. "And
we shall not see each other again. But we have
been friends, and yQi will sometimes speak a
kind word for Madame Modeste, will you not?
See! I give you all my hyacinths; they are love-
ly and short-live- S3 our friendship but we
have not poisoned each other." And she shed
upon ran a smile, an appealing, an Ineffably
sweet and tender, a glorifying smile.

I took her hand.
"Good-bye- , Madame Modsste, may you be

prosperous and happy."
But there came a hurried knocking at the

door; then it was thrown wide open, and a dark,
fierce-lookin- g man of less than middle age
pushed the servant aside and faced us.

"It is time. Madame," he said, sternly.
He stood in tbe door way, short solid, im-

movable, a personation of force, a thunderbolt
shot from somewhere. Madame sank back upon
her coueh and covered her face; then she drew
her cloak about her grandlv, and arose, con-
fronting tho intruder, and I turned toward tbe
door.

"Stay, my friend,' she said, stretching out
her hands to me, and trembling so violently
that tbe words seemed shaken from her lips;
"do not If ave me alone I am afraid.'

"Ah! afraid! You do well to be afraid. And
so you have found a friend!" sail the man, with
a cold sneer.

"Whv do you force yourself upon me now?"
asked Madam weakly.

"Shall I answer before your friend!"
"Yes but you dare not It is you as well

as I. and I defy you."
There was a fearful energy in her voice, and

fierce hatred in her look. The man paused be-
fore her.

Then an expression of horror distorted Mad-ame- 's

white face; she clutched at hsr heart, and
fell back upon her couch. The stranger sprang
forwards but I had laid my hand on his shoul-
der.

"Your case has been appealed to a higher
court." I said. "Madame ia dead."

"Ah!" he cried, seizing fcer roughly by the
arm, and his expression was anything rather
than that of a lover.

Practically a Suicide.
Journal cf XJncation.

The only man who was ever known to keep a
cash account of bis private expenses absolutely
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rich man who cornea to me with gold or dia-
monds! They feel better when I v have talked
with them, always they feel better; and perhaps
for a day two days they do better. It is the
only charity I can give."

But there were those who asserted that these
people did not eome to Madame Modeste for the
sake of her mystic powers alone; and they
hinted at dark secrets told more to Madame
than by her. Her past waa an nnfathomed
abyss, and such it remained. Like wickedness,
she bad always been migratory, and people
were found who had met her indifferent cities
tinder different names.

Some frauds in spirit walking had been con-
nected with ber ia a limping, incoherent way,
though she did not now permit herself to be
called a materializing medium.

It was told, also, that a certain very rich man
in California had been a great friend to
Madame, much to the distress of his wife and
grown children.

Suddenly he died committed suicide, it is
said but his money had vanished. All ihat
could be found were a few worthless mining
shares, and some railroad stock of but little
more value. What had become of the money!
Ask Madame Modeste. There was a woman,
then, who kept her Chinese servants, who
dsshed through the' streets behind her
own horses, two beauties, with coats
sleek and shining as satin and there
was no asthms in that golden climate. Why
did not that woman stay there? Ask Madame
Modeste. Her clairvoyance is all a cloak and
a fraud," said these detractors. "Sue is old,
now, her attractions are on the wane; but hers
is not a nature to don the monk's hood and do
penance. She but changes her canning as she
changes her age. Her purposes are the same as
of old, aod some unlawful scheme will succeed
or miscarry, and then Madame Modeste will
disappear aa she has done at sundry times and
in diverse places heretofore."

There was no well-define- d ehargo in all this;
no names or datea were given, and no one could
point with eertainty to the person who had set
these stories afloat. Dot, such as they were,
they drifted to the ears of Madame herself, and

, found her, ore day, dissolred in teara.
" "Ah! the wretchea!" she cried, outstretching
her lovely white arms, while the tears dripped
from her cheeks. "The heartless wretches, to
persecute a helpless old woman so! May Jesua
give them no mercy. I know these women,
these miserable, wieked women that I have never
seetf. Do yon know why I like men! Do you
know why I hate women! A worn in always
strikes at. your reputation, and behind your
back. But a man will at lesst nght you fair."

"But who has told you these things! I asked,
when she had repeated some of them to me.

"No one no one! It was not intending to
tell. It wis intended to go here and there with
vague hints until people would leave me and
point the finger at me. But knowledge comes
in many waya. It creeps through creviees; it
drifts in the air and you breathe it in. But there
are strong spirit friends with me who will not
let them pull down the innocent, the old, the
helpless one. But you yon do not think I do
all these most vile things! Yon do not think I
am so wicked. Here, I will show you."

She took a letter of recent date from a pile of
curiously marked cards upon the table and gave
it to me.

"Head that. It is from the woman whose
money I stole away, and whose husband I drove
to deaths She is my friend. Do you think she
could write in sueh fashion to mo if I had been
the woman they call meF

Her breathing seemed store difficult than
usual; she hovered over the censer and hid her
face in the aromatic amoke while I read. It
waa a simple letter full of misspelled words and
hearty thanks for a certain sum of money
loaned when the writer was in sorest need.

"Do you think she would come to me in her
distress to me, the one who had brought it up-
on her! You know nothing of a ' woman if you
think that. No, no, no! And he, too, was my
friend. I still grieve for him. He was a good
and noble mao. who believed in spirits. Would
I bring a good and noble man to his death? Am
I a monster? Misfortune came upon him, I tell
you, true misfortune; and the sons, they would
allow the mother of them to die."

I felt genuine pity for her distress as she
paeed the floor rasping for breath and ahak-in- g

in her agitation, while the tears rolled
down nndtedsd. Then she smote her hands hard
together, then clasped them over her breast,
erylng, "My poor heart! I most falL" I
sprang to her assistance; I did all that could be
dene for her relief, and quite forgot that ahe
had not by any meana ahown the writer of the
letter to be the woman in question. Her grief,
at least, was real; it overwhelmed. It killed out
all suspicion of beiur assumed.

"An old woman like me! A poor, friendless,
little, old woman, helpless and harmless with
very abort time at all to live! Could they not
leave me these few days in peace? And then to
strike me through my friends: It Is moostrous!"

Aod her sobs were more pitiful and childish
than ever. But at length she became calmer,
and said:

"The snirit-walkin- g is not a fraud. My
friend, the spirits do walk; and they do hear,
aod lev and fstl, and talk. Expose, indeed!


